■pR 
6  04 


IC  KET 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


,  ^^ 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Arciiive 

in  2007  witii  funding  from 

IVIicrosoft  Corporation 


http://www.arcliive.org/details/cricketpoemsOOwilsiala 


CRICKET  POEMS. 


CRICKET  POEMS 


By 

GEORGE 
FRANCIS 
WJLSON 


LONDON :  SIMPKIN,  MARSHALL, 
HAMILTON,  KENT  AND  CO.  LTD. 
REIGATE  :  THE  REIGATE  PRESS 

J905 


e 


PR 

To  the  editor  of  The  jyestmimter  Gazette, 
wherein  appeared  more  than  one-third  of 
the  cricket  quatrains,  and  to  the  editor  of 
The  Oi/f/ooi^!,  wherein  appeared  "An  Invita- 
tion to  Lord's,"  the  author  desires  to  ex- 
press his  obligations  ;  and  with  the  gentle 
reader,  who  should  observe  that  the  forms 
of  several  quatrains  by  Edward  FitzGerald 
have  not  been  easily— willingly— forgotten, 
the  author,  with  due  respect,  would  cor- 
dially agree. 
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This  little  book 
is  affectionately 
dedicated  to  my 
Friend,  my  bro- 
ther—]ACK, 
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PROEM. 

Cricket,  of  games  the  rose  of  all  that  please 

Whether  in  London  city  or  beneath 

Far  Austral  skies,  or  on  some  village  heath. 

No  name  of  promise  and  past  ecstasies, 

Of  sun-spaced  hours  and  green-grass  memories. 

Falls  from  our  lips  with  such  an  easeful  breath 

When  Spring  hath  laid  aside  her  girlish  wreath 

And  Summer's  tresses  float  upon  the  breeze ! 

Nor  gold  may  stain,  nor  tyrant  qualify 
Thy  Commonweal  of  Peace :  thy  votaries. 
Whose  song  is  healing  and  whose  regimen 
A  rhythmic  unison  *twixt  hand  and  eye. 
For  their  reward  do  ask  but  twilight  ease, 
For  their  last  law  the  law  of  honest  men. 


AN  INVITATION  TO  LORD'S. 


Now  that  the  Sun  has  rent  his  veil  of  gray 
And  on  the  greensward  plays  with  flashing  chords, 
From  books  and  shaded  hours  let  us  away, 
Let  us  to  Lord's  1 


Already,  from  that  wide,  familiar  road, 

Into  the  narrow  gateway  lightly  press 

Men,  maids  and  boys,  bearing  life's  morning  load 

Of  eagerness. 


CRICKET  POEMS  13 

What  simple  luxury  to  breathe  again 
Beneath  the  clear  of  heaven,  the  eye  to  rest 
On  lime  and  poplar,  'cross  the  shaven  plain, 
Northward  and  West ! 


At  sound  of  bell,  the  crowds  from  straying  cease. 
And  flowing  to  the  arena's  confines,  break 
On  vantage  seats.    High  on  the  mid-noon  breeze 
The  barred  flags  shake. 


[grows. 
There,  where  the  smoothest  of  the  smooth  grass 

Two  long-robed  figures  stand,  enisled  in  green, 

The  instant  judges  in  a  court  that  knows 

No  dubious  mean. 
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Upon  the  turf,  in  garments  milky-white. 
The  players  stream,  a  lithe,  unordered  train ; 
Then,  slowly,  from  pavilion  shades  to  light. 
Step  batsmen  twain. 


The  field  is  set,  expectant  all  and  still ; 
A  bowler  turns,  one  batsman  looks  his  way ; 
Now  trembles  Time,  eyes  quicken,  pulses  thrill- 
The  call  is—**  Play  r' 


There  is  a  joyance  in  remembered  things. 

An  easeful  wonder  in  recovered  ways ;       r 

[sprmgs 

Some  song-burst,  mingling  with  poised  hope,  up- 


From  far-off  days. 
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Not  here  for  me  to  rouse  old  memories 
Of  Cricket  and  the  Great  in  that  great  game, 
Not  here  for  me  to  gild  past  Centuries, 
Or  Bowlers  name. 


They  have  their  happy  votarists  who  keep 
Their  fame  and  prowess  ever  fresh  and  young ; 
Needless  is  praise  upon  that  echoing  steep 
Where  Youth  gives  tongue. 


Enough  that  1  have  known,  again  would  know, 
The  wakeful  rapture  that  high  skill  accords ; 
Hence,  then,  from  cloistered  gloom,  hence,  let  us 
Let  us  to  Lord's  !  ^^^' 


A  SIXER. 


An  instant,  poised  in  air, 
A  Tosy  light  delayed ; 
Dropt,  and  a  willow  blade 
Flashed  like  a  golden  share, 
Flashed— and  a  throbbing  star 
Waned  to  a  spark,  afar. 


TRIAL  BALLS  BESIDE  THE  WICKET. 


TUB  SnOOTBJi, 

A  Seed  was  sown  upon  a  patch  of  Green. 
Alack,  not  all  may  reap  who  sow  the  seed 
Or  be  it  double  hop  or  single  bean  ! 
A  Seed  was  sown  upon  a  patch  of  Green : 
And  one  there  was  that  saw  it  shoot,  and  e'en 
Cut  down  its  pride  as  it  were  but  a  weed. 
A  Seed  was  sown  upon  a  patch  of  Green, 
Alack,  not  all  may  reap  who  sow  the  seed  ! 
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;V0  BJTLL ! 

Once  be  heard  in  due  time — 
'Tis  uncommon  in  Cricket- 
So  he  smote,  at  the  prtme, 
Once  be  beard  in  due  time, 
J{unning  on :  'twas  sublime. 
Till  they  threw  down  his  wicket— 
Once.    Tie  heard  in  due  time, 
'Tis  uncommon  in  Cricket. 

THE  SJTETirETi, 

7t  curved  in  air,  it  curved  it  well. 
Or  ever  on  green  grass  it  fell. 
The  Bowler  smiled  to  see  his  spell; 
Jt  curved  in  air,  it  curved  it  well. 
T{pund  hope  of  rounder  tales  to  tell ! 
The  Batsman  slugged  it  many  an  ell- 
Tt  curved  in  air,  it  curved  it  welt. 
Or  ever  on  green  grass  it  felt. 


:^ 


AN  OYER  OF  TRIOLETS. 

I. 
CAUGHT! 

]  felt  a  flick  below  the  wrist ; 
So,  grudgingly,  1  turned  about : 
Some  red  bird  flitting  by,  1  wist — 
1  felt  a  flick  below  the  wrist — 
Could  Slip  have  caught  it  in  his  fist  ? 
The  Umpire  raised  his  hand.    No  doubt 
]  felt  a  flick  below  the  wrist ; 
So,  grudgingly,  1  turned  about. 
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11. 

RUN  OUT! 

He  did  not  linger  on  his  way. 

Nor  stop  to  mark  the  Sun*s  decline ; 

More  urgent  need  had  he  that  day. 

He  did  not  linger  on  his  way ; 

E*en  when  the  Stumps  about  him  lay — 

Far  scattered — ere  he  crossed  the  line. 

He  did  not  linger  on  his  way. 

Nor  stop  to  mark  the  Sun*s  decline. 


ID. 
STUMPED! 

You  dared  the  joy  of  stepping  out ; 
Take  now  the  path  that  is  the  long  one. 
It  seemed  a  simple  Lob  to  clout. 
You  dared  the  joy  of  stepping  out 


CRJCKET  POEMS  21 

And  slogged,  as  if  you  had  no  doubt, 
The  very  ball  that  was  the  wrong  one — 
You  dared  the  joy  of  stepping  out ; 
Take  now  the  path  that  is  the  long  one. 


lY. 

BOWLED! 

A  half  remembered  thing  it  came ; 
It  broke  discordant  from  the  ground. 
Like  other  balls,  yet  not  the  same — 
A  half  remembered  thing  it  came. 
There  fell  the  shadow  of  a  blame, 
Dark  herald  of  the  coming  sound — 
A  half  remembered  thing  it  came. 
It  broke  discordant  from  the  ground. 
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Y. 

MISSED! 

A  meteor,  reding  through  the  air. 
It  was  to  him.   **No  more,** quoth  he. 
*Twas  hot  and  round  and  all  aglare, 
A  meteor,  reeling  through  the  air. 
That  looked  to  come  from  everywhere 
And  scored  his  fingers — and  a  Three. 
A  meteor,  reeling  through  the  air, 
It  was  to  him.  **No  more !  '* quoth  he. 


YI. 

YORKEDl 

*Twas  Summer  when  the  Yorker  sang  ; 
Its  sudden  beauty  haunts  me  still. 
Through  ether  blue,  red  wonder  sprang- 
*Twas  Summer  when  the  Yorker  sang — 
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]  saw  a  rose — a  star — a  pang 
Of  light.     1  heard  the  wickets  thrill. 
*Twas  Summer  when  the  Yorker  sang  ; 
Its  sudden  beauty  haunts  me  still. 


BALLAD  TO  A  DREAMER. 

When  all  the  fields,  that  in  the  past  were  green 
And  diapered  with  many  a  yellow  flower, 
Clasped  in  the  dark  embrace  of  Winter  keen 
Lie  stark  and  cold  *neath  many  an  icy  shower ; 
And  little  birds  in  leafless  hedgerows  cower. 
And  only  winds  disport  and  only  they 
Awake  wild  echoes  from  the  Scorer's  tower — 
Who  dreams  of  Summer  and  the  call  to  Play  ? 
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When  every  leaf,  that  starts  upon  the  bough, 
Green  as  some  childish  memory  of  green. 
Beseems  a  hope  too  frail  for  promise  now, 
And  every  woodland  primrose  sought  and  seen 
Is  held  too  quick  to  mean  what  it  should  mean  ; 
When  on  the  hills  the  sunset  lights  delay, 
"When  'cross  the  vales  the  lingering  shadows  lean — 
Who  dreams  of  Summer  and  the  call  to  Play  ? 


When  all  the  World  break's  bud  and  'gins  to  flower. 
And  wordless  rapture  thrills  from  every  bough ; 
When  Nature's  Sovran,  in  his  golden  hour, 
Flings  at  Earth's  feet  as  it  were  scarce  enow 
The  crown  he  doffed  from  his  effulgent  brow ; 
When,  o'er  the  meadows,  blow  the  scents  of  May 
And  lilies  shake  white  bells — O  answer  thou. 
Who  dreams  of  Summer  and  the  call  to  Play  ? 


A  CENTURY  OF  FOURS. 

1. 

ARISE  !   The  wraith  of  Winter  is  no  more, 
Springes  vernal  song  hath  laid  it  as  of  yore  ; 
And  now  the  Sun  has  loosed  the  zone  of  Spring 
And  Earth  is  swathed  in  that  green  robe  she  wore. 

11. 

Forth  from  the  shadows,  hence,  away,  away ! 
The  level  greensward  be  your  bourne  to-day : 
The  Wickets  are  set  up,  the  Ball  is  thrown. 
And  from  the  Umpire  comes  the  call  to  PLAY  ! 
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111. 

Ah,  in  your  primal  Over  have  a  care 
Lest  the  strange  Bowler  take  you  with  a  snare, 
And  in  the  Book  of  Wisden,  'gainst  your  name, 
The  dark  Recorder  trace  a  circle  there. 


lY. 

A  round  of  leather  with  six  stitches  stayed, 
A  shapely  handled,  balanced  willow  blade, 
Two  ashen  stumps  set  duly  in  a  green — 
Give— and  good  comrades— and  the  day  were  made. 
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Y. 

How  much  soever  our  enjoyment  seem 
A  thing  but  of  ourselves  for  our  esteem ; 
Unshared  by  other/twere  a  bubble  blown 
Within  a  dream — to  break  within  a  dream. 

VI. 

Too  simple  are  our  Joys,  fond  Critics  say  ; 
We  "cut  no  ice"  throughout  a  Summer's  day. 
True,  Critics,  true.    Oft  is  our  whole  reward, 
A  Sight  of  Clover  and  a  Scent  of  Hay. 

Vll. 

Too  simple  our  Delights  1    And  what  are  those 
You  cherish  waking,  cherish  in  repose  ? 
Gauds  dropt  from  failing  hands  of  weaker  men, 
Power  that  is  powerless  beside  a  rose. 
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YIII. 

The  Goad  of  alJ  the  World  shall  still  be  Pain 
While  Commerce  twists  its  tourniquet  for  GAIN, 
And  We,  who  ask  no  Profit,  oft  shall  hear 
The  sneer  of  men  contented  with  their  bane. 

IX. 

Methinks  that  old  man,  Emerson,  had  played 
A  game  of  Arctic  splendour,  sweet  and  staid  : 
Give  Health,  a  Day — said  he — and  Kingly  Pomps 
Shall  show  as  laughing  shadows  of  a  shade. 

X. 

Ah  1  the  large  ease  of  a  lofty  drive, 
The  heave  of  open  shoulders ! — Hearts  alive, 
The  Globe  beneath  your  feet  through  ether  sings 
A  rounder  song  when  you  have  notched  a  Five ! 
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XI. 

And,  Oh,  to  play  the  Wizard  by  and  by. 
With  rosy  messengers  to  mystify. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  Googlies  strive 
To  wake  new  wonder  in  some  Batsman's  eye ! 

XJl. 

Who  waits  on  Googlies  him  shall  they  oppress  : 
They  are  not  what  they  seem  nor  what  you  guess  ; 
They  are  of  curly  things  the  curliest. 
Inviting  least  whom  they  would  most  possess. 

Xlll. 
Approach,  my  friend,  nor  spread  this  secret  far  : 
If  you  would  wisely  with  the  Googlies  war, 
One  step  advance,  pack  Pudence  to  the  gate. 
Then  smite — as  once  they  smote  at  Trafalgar. 
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XIY. 

O  yc  who  ply  forever  the  Straight  Bat, 
Who  poke  half-volJeys  and  who  off-balls  pat ; 
The  fated  YORKER  is  upon  its  way 
To  bite  the  block  and  lay  your  Middle  flat. 

XY. 

Nay,  Batsmen,  think  in  Sixes ;  never  shun 
The  Hazard  of  Perfection.   'Tis  but  One  : 
Give  it  good  welcome.    Think  in  Sixes  still. 
So  shall  you  win,  since  so  are  all  games  won. 

XYl. 

To  lean  upon  a  brass-bound  Treasure  Box, 
To  lisp  in  rude,  mechanic  Paradox — 
Pale  joys  are  these  to  him  in  that  good  hour 
When,  open-eyed,  his  firstling  SIX  he  knocks. 
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XYII. 
Aye,  let  your  Vigour  with  your  Wishes  chime. 
And  lay  it  on  while  you  are  in  your  Prime. 
The  bails  being  lifted,  all  Intent  is  vain ; 
There  are  no  Bound*ries  at  the  Call  of  Time. 


XYllI. 

To  those  who  nobly  Lost  or  nobly  Won 
The  pith  of  all  Reward  is  to  have  DONE : 
As  sunset  clouds  to  Sun  our  praises  are. 
Whether  at  St.  John's  Wood  or  Kennington. 
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XIX. 

For  all  the  pride  of  Race,  the  pomp  of  States, 
Singly  each  suffers,  singly  incorporates 
Purpose  and  Mean.    Time,  wisdom — everything 
Is,  amd  is  not,  as  Self  determinates. 

XX. 

He  knowcth  well,  ere  from  the  tented-room. 
Harnessed  and  gloved,  he  turns  to  quit  its  gloom ; 
Jfe  knoweth  well  as  through  the  little  port 
He  issues  into  light  to  face  his  doom. 

XXI. 

With  measured  footing  that  no  silence  breaks 
Across  the  turfy  mead  his  path  he  takes ; 
TTic  Future  sleeps  about  him — What  shall  he 
Know  of  this  Present  when  that  Future  wakes  1 
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xxn. 

WhiJc  Spells  arc  spun  in  air  and  Cracks  arc  cracking. 
And  Slows  are  met  half  way  and  sent  a-packing ; 
While  limber  fteldsmen  quake  with  eager  passion — 
Wonder  and  quick  Delights  shall  not  be  lacking. 

XX]]]. 

Phew!  Verily  and  by  Old  Nyrcn's  Shade,   j-       , 
Great  Bcldham's  self  might  that  same  stroke  have 
Clean  as  a  lightning  flash,  and  hot  as — Ay  ? — 
Name  of  a  place  bedashed  by  printers  staid. 

XXIY. 

Another  and  another !    How  each  ball 

Glints  like  a  spark,  inconstant,  roseal, 

Struck  from  the  Green  1  Another  .  .  Stay,  behold! 

A  hand  flings  out  to  quench  it  ere  it  fall. 
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XXY. 


MISSED!  What  a  wail  was  there !  Why  sad  and 

fsorc 
Shivers  yon  lonely  wight  as  he  were  frorc, 

And  with  fixed  eyes  looks  out  on  common  things 

As  one  who  late  had  drunk  of  hellebore  7 


XXYl. 

The  Sun  is  in  his  heaven ;  but  sullen,  grim, 
The  Sun  burns  like  a  menace  now  for  him. 
Sudden,  he  plucks  a  red  star  from  the  sky, 
Upflings — and  tastes  new  life  in  every  limb. 

XXYU. 
HELD !  And  the  rhythmic  beat  of  many  hands 
Thrills  through  that  lonely  fieldsman  where  he 
The  sunlights  fallen  about  him  now  beseem  * 

The  spilled  out  opulence  of  golden  lands. 
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xxYin. 

That  Fielder's  heart  was  conscious  of  the  Night 
When  first  the  stricken  ball  leapt  into  sight ; 
That  Fielder's  heart  now  simples  with  delight 
Sith  in  his  hand  he  held  the  leather  tight. 

XXIX. 

And  though  he  turn  again  with  all  his  will 

To  aid  the  Bowler  and  abet  his  skill, 

His  inner  vision  in  the  Past  retrieves. 

Dwells  on  the  meed  of  friends— and  knows  it  still. 

XXX. 

Without  a  sufferance  in  self  who  could 
Recapture  half  the  rapture  that  he  should ; 
Without  remembered  heats  of  Desert  Plains 
What  were  cool  Summer  shadows  in  a  Wood  ? 
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XXXI. 

Regard  the  Stumper  as  he  takes  the  ball ; 
How  oft  doth  he  return  without  a  call  : 
At  last  his  voice  is  lifted,  and  you  know —        p  .. 
Tow  know — EVEN  YOU — who  heard  no  sound  at 


xxxn. 

Nine  several  Ways  lead  from  the  Popping-creasc, 

Nine  several  Ways  to  undesired  Release. 

An  instant  we  deny  them  atl;  anon, 

ONE  beckons — 'tis  the  end,  account  it  Peace. 

XXXI II. 

Calm  was  his  mien,  serene  and  debonair. 
As  from  the  Pitch  he  paced  with  pensive  stare ; 
Ay,  calmer  than  the  Fielders,  every  one, 
For  all  his  flaming  cheek  and  towsled  hair. 
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XXXIY. 

What,  think  you,  saith  the  Bowler  when  his  best 
Is  spurned  out  of  the  East  into  the  West 
Like  any  common  Tempter  ?    Nay,  enough ! 
That  Bowler  hath  his  humour — let  it  rest. 

XXXY. 

Consider  him,  who  hunts  the  live-long  day 
For  leather  Stars  along  the  Grassy  Way ; 
Think  you,  he  bears  no  raptures  in  his  breast? — 
Friend,  HE  is  all  the  Universe  at  play ! 

XXXYl. 

And  him,  upon  the  Omnibus  without, 
Who  spies  no  more  than  Flags  to  talk  about — 
Shall  he,  because  he  cannot  PAY,  forbear 
To  snare  a  Dream,  and  hail  it  with  a  Shout  1 
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XXXYU. 

All  Song  is  of  the  Heart;  its  breath  is  not 
Of  THIS  you  have  or  THAT  you  haven't  got: 
Equal  to  them  whose  secret  souls  rejoice 
Arc  Cobbled-allcy  and  smooth  Garden-plot. 

XXXYlll. 

Csesar  had  Joys  enow — Respect  his  bones! — 
And  Caesar  had  his  Pride.    But  think  of  Jones 
Who  with  sequential  balls  has  late  o'erthrown 
The  Brightest  and  the  Best  that  Clapham  owns. 

XXXI X. 

He  left  the  City's  bound  by  ten-to-Three— 
The  green  fields  called  to  him,  and  he  was  free — 
He  left  the  City's  bound.    By  Four-fifteen 
The  Cap  of  all  his  dreams  he  held  in  fee  1 
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XL. 

Caesar  had  Art  enow  ;  but  tell  it  not 

That  Caesar  would,  or  could,  have  known  the  Spot 

"Whereon  our  Jones  with  exquisite  intent 

Thrice  dropt  a  Tice,  and  gave — what  Clapham  got. 

XLI. 

But  let  us  not  of  Cxsar  speak  again, 

Nor,  by  the  praise  of  Jones,  his  lovers  pain. 

Caesar  is  gone,  and  Jones  anon  shall  go  : 

Say,  who  will  triumph  then — what  shall  he  gain  ? 

XLU. 

Ye  mighty  Batsmen  of  the  M.C.C. 
Confess  ye  know  no  more  of  Ecstasy 
Than  once  ye  knew,  once  when  in  Academe 
You  slogged  your  Classic-master  for  a  Three. 
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XLin. 

And  you,  great  County  Bowlers— well  you  know't— 
No  later  Joy  hath  equalled  that  i^^^^ote^ o^^,  PP. 
Young  7(apture,  when,  with  rubber  ball,  you 
At  once  your  Brother's  wicket  and  his  coat. 

XLJY. 

Whom  petty  jargon  of  the  Club  allures, 
Call  these  "Professional"— those  "Amateurs"; 
'^ho  dub  all,  PLAYERS,  are  content  to  know : 
The  Mister  counts  no  more  than  he  secures. 

XLY. 

Haply  for  us,  who  hold  the  Game's  the  thing. 
The  "Driver  shall  no  less  than  does  the  King — 
If  with  due  courtesy  and  nice  address 
He  bang  the  Leather  Lieger  to  the  Ring. 
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XLYl. 

For  what  is  that  same  ball — when  you  arc  In — 
But  some  Ambassador  or  Foreign  Ginn 
Charged  with  the  wiles  of  all  the  Schools  that  be 
To  deal  in  Death  or  tempt  you  into  Sin  1 


XLYl  I. 

Come  Young  or  Old,  come  Little  or  come  Tall, 
Not  one  of  them  is  sure,  not  one  at  all. 
When  with  new  eyes  he  turns  to  combat— What?— 
That  sleek,  red,  fatal,  after-dinner  Ball. 


CRICKET  POEMS  4J 

XLYin. 

Whether  by  taking  much  or  little  thought, 
You  cannot  change  the  Thing  you  never  sought : 
Once  Out — and  to  Pavilion  Shades  must  you  ; 
The  MANNER  of  your  going  profits  Naught. 

XLIX. 

Time  mellows  all  remembrance  and  delight, 
And  fines  our  senses  to  enjoy  aright ; 
The  fateful  poignancies  that  starred  the  Noon 
Round  into  Golden  Jffemories  at  Night. 

L. 

Now  to  the  midmost  of  our  Season  we 
Are  come  betimes,  and  half's  a  memory — 
Censure  and  Praise.    Jttlons !  let  us  descend 
Into  the  valley  where  the  end  must  be. 
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LI. 

And,  as  adown  the  happy  slopes  we  wend. 
Still  let  us  share  the  Song  we  have  to  spend  : 
Night  is  not  yet;  but  come  whene'er  it  will 
We'll  keep  a  rousing  cadence  to  the  End. 

LU. 

Each  thought-spun  filament  of  Yesterwhilc, 
To-day  blows  to  a  dream.    To-morrow's  smile, 
Caught  in  Youth's  eyes,  may  later  Age  recall 
With  sound  of  bells  rung  from  Hope's  Campanile. 
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Lin. 

A  Bat,  a  Ball,  two  Wickets  and  a  Field— 
What  words  are  these  that  can  such  magic  yield ! 
A  Bat,  a  Ball,  two  Wickets  and  a  Field— 
What  symbols  of  what  songs  to  Youth  revealed ! 

LIY. 

Once,  when  the  hoch-ing  Kaiser  and  the  Bear 
Stiffened  with  wrath  each  separate  Jingo  hair. 
An  Awful  Eye  unclosed — blood-seeing — shone 
'Til  your  green  fields  burned  T{ed  beneath  its  glare. 

LY. 

For  that  you  curst  no  Hun  beyond  the  Channel, 
Because  ye  were  un-named  on  Civic  Panel 
For  slitting  weazands  while  in  uniform — 
Tool,  was  your  title,  qualified  by  FLANNEL ! 
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LYI. 

Good  Cricketers,  be  merciful — the  more 
You  hear  that  angry  cry  for  human  gore. 
*Tis  but  the  wry  metonymy  of  men 
\^hOt  feeting,  yearn  to  make  ANOTHER  sore. 


[Game, 
For  these  have  known— even  these — the  Joyous 

These  too  their  Demon  faced.  Then  let  your  blame ; 

And  if,  but  momently,  they  cried  aloud — 

Remember  not,  nor  advertise  their  shame. 


LYIll. 
Here,  far  from  that  still  anger  of  the  Dead — 
Who  triumph  now  where  once  they  lost  and  bled — 
The  Day  serenely  moves,  and  the  warm  Sun 
Lights  on  no  tears — save  those  the  Dew  has  shed. 
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LIX. 

Who  will  may  sing  the  "lordliest  life  on  Earth** 
And  bloody  battles  feign  for  money's  worth, 
Or  vaunt  Destruction  in  a  "Christian"  lay  : 
Peace  be  your  song  and  Health  that  gave  it  birth. 


LX. 

For  some  the  Vine,  with  clustered  amber  grapes, 
Were  Life's  best  answer  to  Fate*s  Book  of  japes; 
For  some  a  Song  of  Cricket  were  a  Snare — 
The  symbol  of  our  Joy  wears  many  shapes  ! 
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LXJ. 

Beware  the  man  who  levels  his  disdain 
As  others*  pleasure  which  he  cannot  feign ; 
Of  such  are  they  as  counsel  Horrid  War 
And  trap  blue-bottles  in  a  window  pane. 

LXU. 

A  Song  of  Drinking  is  a  rousing  thing. 

Not  for  itself,  nor  for  the  liquoring, 

But  for  that  favouring  wisdom  which  compounds 

The  Spirit  of  the  song  with  them  that  sing. 
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Lxin. 

Why  do  1  sing  of  Cricket ;  all  men  know 
*Tis  but  a  part  of  little  parts  below — 
A  floret  on  the  tide  of  Summer  blown, 
Happy  and  brief?    I  sing  because  'tis  so. 

LXIV. 

Why  do  1  sing  of  Cricket ;  'tis  no  more 
Than  makes  for  two-and-twenty  men  a  S  pi  ore 
Beneath  the  sunlight  wavering  in  the  wind  ? 
E'en  so,  1  sing  of  Cricket — and  therefor. 

LXY. 

Why  do  I  sing  of  Cricket ;  it  denies 
To  its  true  Votaries  the  Golden  Prize, 
Sets  up  no  idol.  Profit,  "late  or  soon"  ? 
For  that,  1  sing  of  Cricket,  anywise. 
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LXYl. 

Why  do  1  sing  of  Cricket  ?    Ask  no  more. 
White  is  the  Hope  of  Cricket,  white  its  Lore- 
The  fragrance  of  all  things  is  of  the  core. 
Why  do  1  sing  of  Cricket  ? — Cast  the  Score. 


LXYII. 

They  say  old  Homer  once  set  up  the  Sticks 
In  Paradise,  and  Dante  made  a  Six ;  p.    .. 

Then  SHAKSPERE,  that  great  Player— the  red 
Smote,  and  a  Planet  flamed  across  the  Styx. 


CRJCKET  POEMS  5  J 

LXYIII. 

Some  for  the  Limelight  pine  upon  the  Boards, 
Some  for  Green  Benches  and  a  spate  of  words, 
And  some  for  Slabs  of  Gold.    Give  not  a  damn — 
'Tis  SUMMER— we'll  have  Centuries  at  Lord's. 

LXIX. 

A  shady  seat  at  Lord's,  an  even  score, 
Nine  wickets  down,  and  only  one  ball  more. 
With  jessop  crouching,  and  with  Trumble  on— 
And  what  were  all  Golconda  to  a  FOUR ! 
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LXX. 

Yon  Butterfly  that  flutters  at  the  Net 
And  prettily  parts  the  air — forgive — forget : 
Their  hour  is  sudden,  on  the  FIELD,  who  try 
With  prettiness  atone  to  pay  The  Debt. 

LXXl. 

How  oft  the  Semblance  is  beyond  the  Thing, 

The  gaudy  Blazer  a  foreshadowing 

Of  Nought.  Ah,  me !   How  oft,  with  native  ease. 

The  DINGY-TROUSERED  make  the  Welkin 

[ring. 

LXXl). 

Unmarked  he  stood  upon  the  boundary  line. 
Unmarked  or  e'er  the  Captain  made  a  sign : 
Now,  sphere  in  hand,  he  dazzles  every  time — 
LOBS  were  bis  Virtue,  and  his  virtues  shine. 
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Lxxni. 

Three  stately  balls  went  sailing  by  to  Leg, 
Two  glanced  at  Off;  one  kissed  the  Middle  Peg. 
Hark,  from  the  Tent  a  Batsman's  voice  resounds ! 
*Tis  Nature's  way  to  clack  about  an  Egg. 

LXXIY. 

Waste  not  your  fancies  when  the  Bolt  has  struck. 
Withhold  those  words !  Nor  gnarl  about  your  luck  f 
The  Egg  once  laid,  'tis  vain  to  shoo  away. 
At  this  belated  hour,  the  PHANTOM  DUCK. 

LXXY. 

Are  they  indeed  more  glorious  in  decline 
Who  drain  the  draught  of  death  in  purple  wine  ? 
Ask  him  whose  potion  once  was,  Leg  Before  ! — 
His  talc  of  runs  being  told  at  NINETY-NINE. 
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LXXYJ. 

Still  to  endure  even  though  the  Sullen  Ban 
Fall,  or,  to  hazard  all  upon  no  plan 
When  Comrade  calls  or  Captain  gives  command — 
This  is  the  Faith  of  Cricket— and  of  Man. 

LXXYl). 

Think  not  to  prosper  if  your  Trust  be  small. 
Trust  him  who,  striking,  runs ;  but  most  of  all, 
When  you  have  struck  and  cannot  see  the  ball. 
Trust  him  that  sununons,  nor  debate  the  call. 

LXXYl  n. 

**Comer*  cries  the  Runner-up,  and  forward  skips. 
**Stayl'*  pleads  the  Batsman,  fearful  of  the  Slips. 

"Cornel!"  **Stay!!**  Confused,  two  meet  on  one 

man's  ground.  r    t.- 

*  [whips. 

*'How*s  that  nr*  and  off,  the  bails,  the  Bowler 
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LXXIX. 
OUT!  Dreamful  was  the  hour;  across  the  plain 
Cool  zephyrs  blew — alack ! — for  two  m  vain. 
OUT!  Furious  from  the  Green  one  Batsman  fares: 
Another  gulpeth  gall,  he  must  remain. 

LXXX. 

Alike  to  Rhadamanthus  on  the  Green, 
Are  King  and  Player,  Boy  and  Rural  Dean : 
His  hand  a  portent  is,  his  speech  a  doom ; 
OUT! — and  the  Striker  passes  from  the  scene. 
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LXXX). 

Habit  is  Law,  till  later  customs  wax 
And  with  new  habits  elder  laws  relax : 
After  marmoreal  tones  of  Pater :   Don, 
Hark  to  the  pipes  of  Chesterton  and  Max ! 

LXXXll. 

So,  in  the  Game  of  Games.  All  Scholars  know. 
Once  Off  was  Off,  and  to  the  Off  must  go. 
Then  Brown  of  Yorkshire  uttered  his  decree, 
And,  grimly,  hooked  that  law  to  Jericho. 

LXXXIII. 

But  still  on  sunny  noons,  beneath  the  shade 
Of  village  trees,  one  of  the  Old  Brigade 
Will  murmur  of  Decay,  and  warm  his  heart 
With  talk  of  MEN  long  in  the  Churchyard  laid. 
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LXXXIY. 

What,  play  no  more,  because  the  sap  runs  dry, 
And  wrinkles  gather,  grey  hairs  multiply ! 
Out  on  you !    All's  with  us  till  all  the  days 
Are  one,  and  one  to  us  the  Earth  and  Sky. 

LXXXY. 

Youth  no  less  gives  than  Youth  receives  for  dower, 

And  Old  Age  is  not  older  than  its  hour  : 

Green  grew  old  memories,  old  times  revived — 

The  fragrance  was  not  dead  though  white  the 

[flower. 

*  *  *  ♦ 

LXXXYl. 

It  is  a  pleasing  thing,  belike,  to  know 
One  made  six  Sixes,  sixty  years  ago  ; 
But  better  'tis  to  hear  some  Baldhead  say, 
"Your  bat,  my  son,  let's  to  the  Garden  go — 
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LXXXYU. 

"1*11  give  you  there  of  that  same  bowler's  wine 
Which  once  I  poured  to  Daft  in  '69 ; 
And  Daft,  my  boy,  Daft  with  the  delicate  hands 
Fluttered  his  wrist,  and  knocked  the  ball  to  twine!" 

LXXXYJl). 

Well  for  his  lad  and  well  for  you  and  me, 
If  we  may  school  our  boast  as  well  as  he  ; 
And  in  the  peaceful  splendour  of  Old  Age 
Bridge  with  a  laugh  Youth's  prime  and  our  degree. 

LXXXIX. 

Himself,  at  School,  did  oft  the  Shooter  quell. 
And  plugged  it  in  the  dust,  and  blocked  it  well — 
This  way  and  That,  he  slammed.     But  latterly 
It  spake  a  Sentence  that  be  could  not  spell. 
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xc. 

As  lightly  as  some  sudden  breeze  at  Dawn 
Parts  the  white  shadows  of  a  tree-fringed  lawn, 
So  lightly  and  so  suddenly,  O  Man, 
The  filmy  curtains  from  our  Youth  are  drawn. 

XCl. 

Who  hath  not  seen  some  Graybeard  check  his  way 
To  linger  by  street  urchins  at  their  play. 
And,  as  he  paced  along,  with  cane  rehearse 
Full  many  a  caustic  Snick  of  Yesterday  ? 

xcu. 

When  wayward  traffickers  his  steps  retard 
Oft  will  he  pause  to  take  a  dreamy  Guard, 
Or,  in  some  lonely  alley  at  his  ease, 
Late-cut  a  phantom  Bumper— clean  and  hard. 
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XCllI. 

Once  when  at  Paul's — he  minds  him  of  it  well — 
There  was  a  ball  that  BOGGLED  as  it  fell ; 
And  fifty  Autumns,  since,  their  leaves  have  shed 
But  how  he  played  that  ball  he  cannot  tell. 

XCIY. 

Again,  above  the  City's  hum,  he  hears 
The  shouting  and  the  ripple  of  young  cheers, 
Again,  beyond  the  City's  smoke,  he  sees 
His  Youth  win  through  its  port  of  little  fears. 

XCY. 

Young  Cricketer,  who  smilest  in  the  throng. 
The  cup  is  at  thy  lip — but  not  for  long : 
Westward  the  Sun  is  falling,  drink  I — or  thou 
Shall  know  no  more  of  it  than  fills  a  song. 
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XCYl. 
'Tis  not  for  all  to  stay  with  stubborn  Grace 
Who  suffers  Time  but  will  not  give  him  place ; 
In  Youth  he  dazzled  with  a  downy  face, 
In  Age  he  strokes  his  beard  and  calls  the  pace. 

XCYll. 

Come,  take  your  Middle  and  the  Block  prepare. 
The  Field  is  waiting  and  the  Judge  at  Square : 
The  long-armed  Bowler  has  but  one  bolt  more 
To  loose — and  lo !  the  Bails  are  in  the  air. 

XCYIU. 

When,  at  the  last,  the  Judges  Twain  unbend, 
Take  up  the  bails  and  summon  up  the  End ; 
Whither,  in  silence,  go  they — to  what  World 
That's  half  so  FAl  R  as  that  wherefrom  they  wend? 


62  CRICKET  POEMS 

XCIX. 

Said  One:  "1  walked  abroad  but  yesternight 
And  on  a  Green  Arena  turned  my  sight 
Where,  like  a  cadence,  moved  a  joyous  rout 
Of  ghostly  Cricketers  in  ghostly  white. 

C. 

**Dreaming  I  asked,  and  dreaming  I  did  hear: 
'  We  prove  the  secret  of  each  rosy  sphere ; 
Our  mantle  of  Redemption  we  put  on — 
The  Past  that  conquered  us  we  conquer  here.' " 

CI. 

**And  do  ye  then  believe,**  Another  cried, 
"That  you  may  do  all  you  have  ever  tried  ?  " 
**l  know  not  that/* quoth  he,  "but  this  1  know- 
Deeds  always  ARE  that  in  our  Breams  abide  1  ** 
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ClI. 

Sometime,  mayhap,  the  Novice,  breaking  thrall, 
Will  slog  the  chiefest  Trundler  of  them  all,     .r 
Sometime  .  .   .  Ah,  if  in  dreams  NONE  may  be 
Than  that  last  bondage  better  were  the  Pall  1 

cm. 

Perpend,  previse ! — For  Cricketers,  no  less 
Than  dainty  Maids,  must  suffer  Time's  caress : 
Our  term  of  joyance  rounds  unto  its  end — 
Twice  hath  the  "Woodbine  trailed  its  loveliness. 

CIY. 

Full  five  months  have  evanished  since  the  Sun 
First  flashed  upon  our  revel  and  our  fun. 
Full  five  months  have  evanished,  and  the  Winds 
Now  blow  dead  leaves  before  us  as  we  run. 
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cv. 

With  yellow  spaces  that  were  green  before 
Stained  is  the  grassy  garment  April  wore  ; 
Fainter  and  fainter  grows  the  clasp  of  Day, 
The  arms  of  Night  enfold  us  more  and  more. 

CYI. 

Comes  that  long  dreaded  hour  ayont  command 
\X^hen  fateful  Silence  overlays  the  land, 
Bodeful  the  Bowler  starts  upon  his  way 
The  last  ball  of  the  Season  in  his  hand. 
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cvn. 

Linger  no  more,  the  ultimate  bolt  is  sped 
And  dealing  death  is  numbered  with  the  dead  ; 
Imperial  Summer  bows  her  golden  head — 
The  Wickets  are  laid  low,  the  Bails  are  shed. 


END. 


H|jg|T^lpgI^ 


By  the  same  Author. 


A  MIRROR 
OF  MOODS 


Times : 
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"A  Mirror  of  Moods  .  .  .  justifies  its  title  in  the 
variety  of  its  contents.  It  seems  to  be,  in  great  meas- 
ure, the  excursions,  the  ardent  expansions  of  a  spirit 
confined  which  yet  penetrates  to  essential  things." 

J^ew  Jfge  : 

"...  A  Mirror  of  Moods  is  likely  to  remain  one  of  the 
most  notable  contributions  to  the  poetry  of  its  period. 
Slender  as  the  book  is,  it  strikes  a  new  note  in  English 
verse." 
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The  Outlook : 

"A  beautiful  little  poem." 

l^orthern  Star: 

"The  Amarant  is  distinguished  by  a  vitally  spiritual 
inspiration,  a  sweet  and  and  noble  dignity.  It  is  the 
very  pure  gold  of  verse  ..." 

Scotsman : 

"...   Should  please  every  lover  of  poetry." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette : 

"...  Mr.  Wilson  has  some  really  beautiful  writing  in  his 
little  poems  ;  he  has  a  real  gift  of  observation,  and 
gives  some  admirable  pictures  of  flowers  and  meadows." 

JSewcastle  Chronicle : 

"...  A  vigorous  and  thoughtful  piece  of  work  ..." 

Midland  Counties  Express : 

"I  seldom  look  at  verse  by  a  writer  whose  name  is  un- 
known to  me,  having  so  often  suffered  disappointment ; 
but  Mr.  Wilson  has  something  of  the  'vision,'  and  his 
verse  has  that  haunting  quality  which  gives  life  to  its 
•  lines  in  the  mind  of  the  reader  long  after  the  book  is 

closed." 

Manchester  Guardian : 

"The  simple  story  is  told  with  a  singular  grace." 


T^ew  Age  : 

"At  his  best  Mr.  Wilson  achieves  greatness.  There  is 
a  stately  sublimity  in  the  diction  of  this  poem,  which 
touches  us,  alas,  by  its  very  strangeness.  .  .  .  The 
Amarant  is  a  volume  that  will  be  held  very  precious 
by  all  those  that  seek  Beauty  in  quiet  places.  It  pos- 
sesses the  rare  quality  of  pure  magic." 

Melbourne  Jlrgus  : 

"There  are  haunting  suggestions  of  beauty  in  the 
poem.   ..." 

Dundee  Courier: 

"It  is  a  rare  treat  for  the  reviewer  to  come  across  a  poem 
in  which  so  many  beautiful  passages  abound  as  in  The 
Amarant.  .  .  .  All  verse  lovers  will  hail  The  Amar- 
ant with  delight,  and  as  a  promise  of  even  better 
things  to  come." 

Graphic : 

"To  those  who  care  for  the  spirit  of  poetry,  Mr.  George 
Francis  Wilson's  volume  The  Amarant  is  full  of  hope 
and  beauty.  His  subject  well-chosen,  his  manner  cul- 
tivated and  yet  free  and  bold.  .  .  .  It  is  in  the  dialogue 
between  Death  and  the  young  girl  that  Mr.  Wilson 
works  at  his  highest  level.  Here  an  adequate  theme 
for  a  poet  is  treated  with  grace  and  dignity,  attuned  to 
a  tragic  key,  in  a  manner  that  arrests  and  holds  the 
reader." 

Daily  l^ews : 

"The  Amarant  ...  is  a  strange  poem,  full  of  sug- 
gestions of  beauty,  which  haunt  one  after  the  book  is 
laid  aside  .  .  .  Mr.  Wilson  is  a  poet  of  a  fine  ac- 
complishment.  .   .   ." 
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